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“When love loses itself in love, like a droplet int} An 
chaliced wine, like rain upon the thirsting sand, transcendig love, 
Thy love pours into mine.” Sac 

Love demands an intimacy. he un 

Affection for friends makes us seek them out frequenign anc 
to be and converse with them. Love for an individual 4 


















becomes exclusive of others in its intensity leads to the _ 
rament of Marriage, fulfilling therein the desire for closeng:...<) 
for unity, for an identity both physical and spiritual. It{ 
comes a sacred union the violation of which is sinful. Jus 
And so it is in our love for God. bun 






We, by the very nature of love, cry for intimacy, uni>€ ¥ 
identity. ! 
This God grants us in the Sacrament of the Holy Euchtent a: 
mt 
On Holy Thursday, in the Cenacle, Christ, the Songity y 
God, broke bread and gave it to His Apostles, saying, “Tiernal 
is My Body.” Again He did this with the wine, saying, “TR T, 
is My Blood,” and He commanded them to eat and drig.y | 
His Body and Blood under this form of Holy Communiq,,,| 
And thus, through the faculty of the priests coming down bykne 
our time through the Apostles, we can still achieve with 
the most intimate union, an actual physical union, where M 
becomes present im us in a real and physical manner. ect 
This comparison to human marriage reveals a truer y™ " 
derstanding of the Sacrament of the Holy Eucharist. Hum#@ 
marriage, of its nature, demands total love. Once this ca Ch 
tract is entered into, it becomes sacred, not to be violaterece 
Infidelity in a human marriage is a sin, a betrayal of a sacrplies 
promise. a kn 


HOLY COMMUNION: PART THREX / 







rist. 


























































HIRSTING SAND 


in | And so the union of Holy Communion demands a purity 
endig love, a totality of love. A lack of love in the reception of 
e Sacrament of the Eucharist could become sacriligeous. 
le union demands an absolute purity of love, a renuncia- 
juengm and absolvement from sin. 


‘al WH Once we understand the love nature of the Eucharist, 


he Scan understand more deeply its beauty, and what our re- 
a fonship to It should be. 


Just as in marriage we seek to be with our espoused as 
atinuously as possible, so in true love for our Lord, we seek 
, unig be united with Him as frequently as possible. 


And, just as in marriage, there is strength, encourage- 
Euckent and solace, so unity with the Eucharist through Holy 

munion is an ever greater strength and comfort, for it is 
Sonfity with the Flesh and Divinity of our Omnipotent and 
» “Tiernal God. 


¢ . . . . 
3» © Too often the pious seek this union to satisfy a “dreamy 


d drt.) They fall far short of the real meaning. For this union 
ve teal, granting very real and powerful strength to overcome 
hC akness and temptation. 

l q 


1ere 









Marriage strengthens the two parties on the road to 
. fection, and so the Holy Eucharist through repetitive 
uer yyie reception increasingly strengtheus us, helps us on the 
Hum#4 to perfection. 

1is cop Christ gives His Body in complete love for us. So should 
‘iolat@teceive, frequently, with a complete and pure love. There- 
a sacr o the peace and strength and happiness that love alone 
t know. 
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“And the third day He rose again 
from the dead.” 

The young girl turned her head 
into the wind and shouted, “Better 
trim the sails, Brick, she’s blowing 
hard.” The sloop righted itself slow- 
ly and continued pushing the rolling 
foam ahead of it. She stared long 
and hard at him. He was still tanned 
from last summer, and his muscular 
body fitted well his sailing togs. 
Turning he yelled laughingly at her, 
and though she couldn’t hear above 
the wind, she laughed back. It was 
a beautiful Saturday, and they had 
two whole days alone. 

“And the third day He rose again 
from the dead.” 


Her mink slipped a little as she 
reached forward to finger the gar- 
ment. “Not much body in this cloth,” 
she murmured to the clerk, “Besides 









I do think he should wear blue.” “KATHY” BY JERRY PRYOR 


“But, Mom,” came the teen-piping 


voice, “Why can’t I have the brown? ling, all your friends are wearing 
I like it better.” “Oh, Freddy, are blue, and Tom’s mother bought him 
you going to give me trouble again?” a new one, and besides darling, you 
“But I already have one blue suit.” look so good in blue, and I wont 
“You know very well it’s a year old.” have my son going to Church in that 
“But does it have to be blue.” “Dar- _ old suit.” She patted the back of her 
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hairdo as she turned to the clerk 
approaching with a new suit. 

“4nd the third day He rose again 

from the dead.” 

“Looks like everybody in the north- 
east section is trying to get their car 
washed today, Dick,” spoke the man 
in a sport jacket. “Hey, Larry, 
where’d you come from,” piped Dick 
as he whirled around. “Oh, wife said 
we had to have the car washed if I 
expected her to ride in it tomorrow 
with her new outfit.” “You’re lucky, 
Lar. Midge kept nagging me until I 
finally gave in and got a new one.” 
“You don’t say! What did you get, 
another Ford?” “No, got a little ex- 
travagant this spring. That’s it up 
there . . . the dark blue with white 
sidewalls 7 hardtop Buick.” 
“Wheww! You must be gettin’ up in 
the bucks!” Larry laughed. “Not 
quite! But, well, what’s another 
monthly payment,” chuckled Dick. 
“And the third day He rose again 
from the dead.” 

Little Kathy fingered the new ro- 
sary her mother had given her. She 
was alone in her room. It was a 
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beads and the silvery metal chain. 
She watched the light sparkle from 
the beads and studied the shining 
crucifix. She was going to hold it 
tightly in her hand tomorrow when 
she went to Communion. And she 
was going to recite it today, just 
like Sister had suggested at school. 
“In the Name of ... ” She paused 
during the Creed. Her little child’s 
mind suddenly started at the big- 
ness of what she was saying and she 
stared wide-eyed as her thoughts 
raced. “Jesus died for us .. . for 
me...” she thought to herself, ’an 
for everybody. An’ then he went to 
tell all the people who died before 
that he had paid for their sins an’ 
they could now go to hev’n. An’ then 
he came back after three days to 
show the Apostles. An’ to show the 
people that you don’t really, really 
die, but if you live good you go to 
Heav’n like He did, an’ you'll be 
there with Him. An’ that’s what 
we ’re celebratin, omorrow, an’... 


“Amen.” 
a 8 
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Set Ts 


The setting is the sidewalk before 
a large church in the fashionable 
section of a well-known city. It is an 
April morning, chill, but softened by 
the touch of an early Spring. Long, 
sleek cars are filling the parking lot, 
and men busy themselves attaching 
white flags to their windows. 


As we step inside the church, we 
see a crowd of hushed people gath- 
ered to honor God and to pray over 
the earthly remains of George An- 
thony, a prominent attorney who 
leaves a widow and three grown 
children. His death was sudden, the 
result of a violent automobile colli- 
sion. The newspaper obituary has 
attracted many mourners to the 
church in addition to the large num- 
ber of close friends and relatives. 
We can hear a hint of muffled sob- 
bing from the kneeling, black-clothed 
forms of his immediate family. The 
coffin is placed before the altar; the 
heavy outside doors close, and an 
expectant hush settles over the con- 
gregation; Mass is about to begin. 


i as 


Suddenly we are aware of a rus 
tling within the coffin. Before anyone 
can move, George sits upright and 
stretches luxuriously. Looking about 
him, he smiles in mildly pleased 
surprise. 


Your imagination can supply the 
sequel to this scene: the startled 
screams, lurid newspaper headlines, 
TV interviews with eye-witnesses, 
and the rest of the tumult. Yes, there 
would be a great deal of attention 
focused on this event, for it would be 
a resurrection. 


Let us watch some of the people 
fortunate enough to be present at 
this great moment in history. 


Mr. and Mrs. A. are in the chureh 
because they were college classmates 
of George and they felt duty-bound 
to attend his funeral. They are ag- 
nostics and somewhat uncomfortable 
in this atmosphere of unabashed de 
votion. Because they have highly 
prized “open minds,” they have al- 
ways recognized the need for the 
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“crutch of religion” by other people; 
but the contempt they feel for the 
weakness of their fellow men is thin- 
ly disguised behind smiles of con- 
descension. When they see the resur- 
rection, their minds snap shut and 
flatly refuse to consider any possibil- 
ity of the supernatural. Firmly con- 
vinced they have been made victims 
of a gigantic hoax, they storm from 
the church crying, “Fraud!” Their 
coolly self-piloted lives have been 
changed only by their having a deep- 
er suspicion of others and a more 
positive rejection of God. 


Mr. and Mrs. B. are professed 
Christians, “. . . non-denominational!” 
they would hasten to add. With their 
two daughters, they live dully puz- 
ted but stolid lives. They, too, are 
old friends of George and decidedly 
uneasy in the church because of the 
“garish” statues and “idolatrous” 
crucifix. After their first startled mo- 
ments, they would want to believe 
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what they had seen and heard. But 
to believe the entire truth would re- 
quire them to change their lives. Be- 
cause of fear and pride they would 
refuse to consider doing this; conse- 
quently, they would go away with a 
watered-down version of the truth, 
tailor-made, allowing them to keep 
their own comfortable habits and be- 
liefs, demanding nothing more of 
them than they are leisurely able to 
give, allowing them to keep their 
selves, thereby shutting the door on 
love. 


Mr. and Mrs. C. are Catholic by 
birth and habit. They are quite ac- 
customed to either doubting or fully 
understanding and accepting any- 
thing. Although present at Mass, they 
have no conception of its true mean- 
ing or the effect it should have on 
their lives. They would be as as- 
tounded as their neighbors at the 
sight before them and without wait- 
ing for an explanation would hysteri- 
eally cry, “Miracle!” They would fly 
from door to door assailing the ears 





of anyone who would listen. They 
would believe what they saw, but its 
significance would be lost behind the 
self-importance it gave them. They 
would never learn the full beauty 
of the truth. Their lives would be 
changed, but not their souls. 

Mr. and Mrs. D. are also present. 

After their immediate shock, they 
would seek answers to all the ques- 
tions evoked by such an occurrence. 
When the whole truth was revealed 
to them, they would decide to aban- 
don everything that might stand in 
the way of their acceptance of God: 
old philosophies, pet habits of long 
standing, even allegiance to friends 
and relatives, if necessary. And to 
them the changes and the sacrifices 
would be easy to make because of 
their belief in the truth of what their 
own eyes beheld. 
‘ Each couple would soon have its 
followers, and at the end of 2,000 
years, the same divisions could be 
geen—and are. For there was a 
Resurrection. 

At our commemoration on Easter, 
we can readily see the followers of 
Mr. and Mrs. A. pathetically huddled 
together for warmth. Backs turned 
iigainst the sun, they still search to- 
day for light within the dim recesses 
if sterile philosophies. The true hope 

Easter they reject as infantile; in 

ir pride they shut heavily armored 

prs on love. And though they can- 
feel joy, they hope at least to 

1 no sorrow. Death, the supreme 

ead of all men, is final. They try 

remove its sting with vague, chill 
ymbols of re-birth: budding trees 
letting sustenance from the grave, a 
peeling of oneness” with a sort of 
al “pool of life forces,” etc. But 

se are intellectual playthings, and 
bre toys cannot replace man’s natu- 

l yearning for God. These poor 

s are left clinging desperately to 
hing more substantial than their 
tak disbelief. Therein lies their 

; it is the only thing in their 
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soulless universe that is real. Easter 
is either completely ignored by them, 
or celebrated with tongue in cheek 
as a concession to society. It is re- 
plete with Easter bunnies, tinted 
eggs, jelly beans and fashionable 
new clothes. They may even get a 
defenseless baby chick or bunny for 
their children as symbols of the new 
season. (“...so educational, you 
know! Unfortunately, it died.’’) 

The modern Mr. and Mrs. B. are 
less pathetic because they have more 
humility. They have enough faith to 
recognize the possibility of the truth. 
Some of their efforts are in the right 
direction, but they cannot accept the 
truth in its entirety because of their 
biases. No matter how much they 
would like to listen to the Church, 
prejudice makes them cling to proud 
“self-interpretation.” Each makes his 
own law; each does no more than 
his own conscience insists. To them 
death is a word to be “cleaned up.” 
Although they claim belief in eternal 
life, they shun any real thought or 
reminder of it. They have no ceme- 
teries; they have instead “Memorial 
Parks” with piped organ music and 
flat, unobtrusive plaques replacing 
headstones. By ignoring death, they 
hope somehow to eliminate it. Al- 
though they believe in God, he is an 
individually-created God, reflecting 
all the prejudices and error of the 
individual. Their celebration of Eas- 
ter may include much talk of the 
risen Christ, but the purpose and 
meaning of His Resurrection is neith- 
er understood by them nor carried 
into their daily lives. 

Today’s Mr. and Mrs. C. are the 
most tragic. They still cry “Miracle!” 
but usually in a polite, inoffensive 
way. With the full advantage of Holy 
Mother Church’s wisdom, they ob- 
serve Lent and attend Holy Week 
devotions. Easter morning probably 
finds them dressed brilliantly and 
paying homage to all the traditions: 
Easter Bunny, colored eggs, etc. They 





attend Mass and go home to a clove- 
studded ham dinner. Easter Monday 
finds them exactly as they were be- 
fore: same old habits, prejudices, 
narrow thoughts and sins. They were 
there; they saw; they didn’t doubt. 
But they didn’t open their minds and 
hearts to the reality of Easter. They 
are most tragic because they have so 
much and are so close to the Truth, 
but for lack of a little effort and 
clear thinking, they fail to grasp the 
wealth inherited from generations of 
Saints. They live in half-belief; they 
accept some of the Faith, but don’t 
bother to learn the rest. They, too, 
fear death—and life, in direct pro- 
portion to the depth of their faith. 

Mr. and Mrs. D. will watch Christ 
rise from the tomb with stunned awe. 
They are silent in the realization of 
the enormity of what has happened. 
In deep meditation they will stand 
beside the tomb wherein lies the 
dead God. No vapid symbols, no 


pretty confections or bloodless the 
ories. No, this is God’s body and He 
is dead. His flesh is torn and cold 
He did what He preached; he loved 
completely, opening Himself to all 
the pain, the insults, the hatred of 
the world. He suffered hideously, and 
He died. This is what He asks us to 
do, each in our own way. But we are 
afraid. We would like to love, but 
we dread suffering. We have good 
intentions, but our wills falter when 
confronted by discomfort or humilia- 
tion. 

Can a human follow His way 
simply because He has told us to? 
As we look at the rigid corpse, we 
realize how weak we are and we 
know we cannot follow His way. But 
He doesn’t leave us there. His Soul 
returns; the Body moves. And we 
see with our own eyes the promise 
He holds out to encourage our halt 
ing steps. 

For those who watch with Mary 
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Magdalene, life will be changed: 
they will have lost their fear of 
death! 

Easter Sunday may find them in 
bright new clothes; it is more likely 
they will consider them unimportant. 
Their children may receive jelly 
beans and chocolate rabbits, but only 
as minor additions to the gift of 
perfect security. Instead of a tale of 
shadowy symbols, they will be given 
the sight of the risen God. Beyond 
that, on Easter Monday and all the 
days following it, the life of the 
man in love with God will show the 
effect of what he has witnessed. His 
charity will not be chained by “what 
others think”; he will accept what 
Christ said to do quite literally; he 
will accept no excuses for his own 
indifference and fear; his every 
moment will be an effort to turn to 
God. There will be times of falter- 
ing, moments of sin. But he will 
turn again and again to perfection 


and find in the effort a deep and 
enduring happiness that can be had 
in no other way. 

This was Easter’s message to the 
Saints, as it is to today’s saints. In 
many parts of the world this Easter 
a decision will have to be made by all 
the people who follow the “B’s” and 
“C’s”: Communist Consecration Day 
is to be celebrated on Easter Sunday, 
and priests have insisted that the 
people can no longer compromise. 
They are either for or against Christ. 
Let us pray that in this second age 
of martyrdom they will be given 
grace to choose God. 

Though the meaning of Easter in 
America has been obscured by gen- 
erations of Easter bonnets, if we will 
strip off the layers of symbolism and 
pagan customs, if we will throw aside 
our smug nonchalance in the pres- 
ence of God, we will again see the 
glory of the Resurrection: the pic- 
ture of God in love. vv 


1l 





At first we were confused and du- 
bious. Here we were—ten men of the 
parish summoned by a letter vaguely 
referring to a crisis. We questioned, 
just how might we be of any help? 


Father greeted our bewilderment 
with a smile, and after starting our 
meeting with a prayer for guidance, 
the broad scope of our dilemma was 
presented to us with a shock of cold 
reality. 


Our parish was not the only one 
faced with the pressing need of im- 
mediate expansion and with a dearth 
of revenue with which to accomplish 
it. The problem was, how could we 
best solve the situation? 


Father Sanders informed us that 
he had selected us as a representa- 
tive group of the parishioners and 
together with us he wanted to ana- 
lyze every known method of raising 
funds, the inherent problems at- 
tached thereto, and any actual expe- 
riences we may have had along this 
line. This was our task. This was why 
Father had invited us to the rectory. 


Mr. Klein voiced the opinion that 
almost every facet of our life reflects 
the fact that, for one reason or an- 
other, we seek advice and guidance 
from specialists. Whatever it may be, 
we look to and respect the judgment 
of those who know. Why not contact 
some of the firms in existence today 
that specialize in advising parishes 
and communities, in problems of 
raising large sums of money in a 
short period of time. 


Here, already voiced, were two op- 
posite and yet prevalent viewpoints. 
Since our situation was so important, 
we would have to choose the one 
which would be most feasible: most 
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readily accepted by the entire parish, 
and the one that would give us the 
greatest assurance of realizing our 
objective. 














The most natural and logical 
course of action was that we do it 
ourselves. We have all types of exec- 
utive ability in our parish. Surely, 
by drawing on this talent we would 
be able to organize committees which 
would successfully spearhead our 
parish undertaking. By doing this, 
every penny would stay in the parish. 


























AY 














One man held up a warning hand 
and postulated: “Like yourselves, I’m 
spending better than eight hours a 
day earning a living. I can’t afford to 
take the amount of time from my 
job required to make this a success. 
Although I have no clear-cut ideas 
about fund-raising, I certainly feel 
that trial and error methods would 
be foolish if tried here. Our parish 
pride and expansion possibilities are 
at stake.” 
















































“Yes,” someone interjected, “if I 
recall correctly, one campaign nearly 
broke the backs of the parishioners 
who ran it. Despite the materials and 
knowledge they borrowed, the com- 
mittee heads couldn’t put them into 
effective practice. It takes profes- 
sional know-how to gear everything 
to a concentrated timetable and have 
all facets function to realize the full 
potential. We would be foolish not 
to profit by their mistakes.” 




































Just recently, a Priest hired a pro- 
fessional fund raising firm to run his 
entire campaign. He was willing to 
pay this firm their entire fee just to 
set up a systematic and dignified 
method to convert his paper pledges 
into cash so he could begin expan- 
sion. Everyone commented about the 
campaign organization and the value 
of the training meetings attended by 
all the men before they went out to 
sell the program to the parishioners. 
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This time, a systematic follow-up 
procedure had the payments coming 
in regularly with delinquent pay- 
ments almost nil. Professional fund 
raising is the answer for tangible 
success. 


Mr. Bontemps, a relative newcomer 
to the parish, remarked that his last 
parish had hired professional help. 
From his experience on the drive and 
inquiries made by committee heads, 
he learned that there are several 
things to watch for if we choose this 
course of action. There are many 
firms in the field: those merely after 
a fast buck; those having Catholic 
and non-Catholic departments; and 
those specializing only in the Cath- 
olic field. We certainly want to avoid 
pressure, indifferent tactics, or any- 
thing approaching the like. Our cam- 
paign must be dignified and ethical. 


Furthermore, look at the services 
a professional firm renders. If the 
firm is a reputable one, you get a 
completely qualified Catholic director 
on a full-time basis—not one hired 
on a job-to-job status, nor one hav- 
ing insufficient background in the 
field of Catholic fund raising. We 
must also consider fees. Some have 
an attractive low fee but with a per- 
centage or hidden over-ride. Logic- 
ally, their interest would be to swell 
the pledge total, since that is what 
determines their final remuneration. 
Invariably, a firm operating on this 
basis will not obligate itself by con- 
tract to a follow-up program designed 
to convert pledges into cash. Others 
work on a strict flat fee basis with 
no percentages or commissions, re- 
gardless of what is raised. 


“At my former parish, we hired a 
firm which gave absolutely no follow- 
up service. It’s very discouraging to 
raise all that money on paper and 
then see that the only result will be 
pledge-paper money. If the firm we 
retained had helped us with inherent 
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follow-up problems, it would have 
been more than worth the price. 


“T understand that one parish will 
have a 95% fulfillment of their 
pledges with the system set up and 
guided by the firm they hired. They 
were very thorough and realized the 
full potential of the parish. On a 
drive for a minimum of $200,000, 
they reached $368,000 and it didn’t 
cost a penny above the contracted 
fee. The drive welded the parish to- 
gether. More than 456 men volun- 
teers went through detailed training 
meetings and were taught to sell the 
program and not merely be collectors 
for the parish. 


“T liked their basic method of oper- 
ation. They realized the Catholic in 
relation to parochial problems. Over 
years of experience, they’ve devised 
techniques and methods which are 
dignified and yet proven successful. 
Not only that, they are sincere 
enough about their business that they 
obligate themselves by contract to 
set up a tested successful follow-up 
and they are on a consultative basis 
with the parish for the duration of 
the pledge payment period.” 


Mr. Bontemps was questioned as 
to whether there was any resentment 
about hiring professionals for the 
job. 

He remarked: “There certainly 
was at first. However, when Father 
explained how little it would actu- 
ally cost the parish and that in check- 
ing their past performances in the 
diocese he found that successful cam- 
paigns could be done without pres- 
sure, the people accepted his deci- 
sion.” 


Father Sanders had merely lis- 
tened thus far to the discussion. Now 
he spoke. “Well, gentlemen, your 
opinions on the, matter and expressed 
convictions seem to have set our 
course. Logically and psychologically 
we must have a success. I have neith- 
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er the time nor the experience to 
undertake a project of this propor- 
tion. You men engaged in earning 
a living have limited time. While you 
may be specialists in your fields, you 
must admit that fund raising de- 
mands a tact and know-how that pre- 
cludes any second-guessing attempts 
on our part. Therefore, it would ap- 
pear that our task is now to search 
for a firm that is totally ethical in 
personnel and policies, that will con- 
duct a dignified and thorough cam- 
paign, and which guarantees a follow 
up system with a proven record of 
success... Should I look into what 
different firms have to offer?” 


We agreed that he should, and that 
another meeting would take place as 
soon as he had found the necessary 
information. 


After two weeks, we again met in 
the rectory, far less bewildered and 
certainly minus our previous suspi- 
cions. 


Father Sanders said, “Well, gentle- 
men, the search is over. I’ve contact- 
ed several firms on a no-obligation 
basis and it wasn’t difficult to decide 
which could give us the type cam- 
paign we would want here. I called 
several of my fellow pastors who 
have had professionally-directed cam- 
paigns and the satisfied ones invari- 
ably recommended one firm. The 
firm of their choice has a proven 
record in the diocese, contract on a 
flat fee basis, have a permanent qual- 
ified staff, and obligate themselves to 
a follow-up for the duration of the 
payment period. 


“T took the liberty of writing the 
Chancery for permission to run a 
campaign under the direction of this 
firm, and they gave their consent 
without question. 


“T would like you men to be the 
key group around which we can build 
our campaign organization.” 


vv 
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THE NATIONAL CHURCH OF CHINA IS AN INSTRUMENT OF THE COMMUNIST GOVERNMENT, 
COMPOSED OF APOSTATES TO THE FAITH. SET UP UNDER THE GUISE OF A PEOPLE’S CHURCH, 
MUCH OF THE WAR ON THE CATHOLIC CHURCH IS CARRIED OUT THROUGH THEM WITH 4 
FEIGNED “HANDS OFF” POLICY ON THE PART OF THE GOVERNMENT. THE FOLLOWING TRUE 
DIARY GIVES AN INTIMATE LOOK INTO THEIR OPERATION, TECHNIQUES, AND THE COURSE 
THEY FOLLOW IN ORGANIZING THE INFAMOUS PEOPLE’S COURT. THIS IS THE SECOND AND 


FINAL PART OF THE ACCOUNT AS WRITTEN BY THE PRIEST, A MISSIONARY OF SAINTS 
PETER AND PAUL. 





4th of September 


They came at 9 a.m. They asked 
me the same questions but I didn’t 
answer. They kept me sitting till 
half past five in the afternoon. At 
three o’clock p.m. they began to 
curse me. After half an hour they 
spoke to me kindly. Later again 
cursing. When they did not know 
which kind of curses to use they just 
shouted: “You are worse than Car- 
dinal Mindszenty!” 


At 5 o’clock in the evening I told 
them: “If you want me to speak, you 
must let me free; you have not to 
follow me in the street and you must 
let me go to the police.” At first they 
did not want to accept, but after they 
agreed and left. 


I was given three days of rest to 
prepare the report for the police. In 
the meantime the police and mem- 
bers of the National Church wanted 
to clean the profaned Church. But 
the Parish Priest refused. 


On the fifth afternoon, after I had 
taken all the pictures I wished, we 
cleaned the Church. As the hosts 
adhered to the floor because they had 
been trampled upon, we were obliged 
to use knives to scratch them off. 


lest 


There were ten of us Priests working 
for five or six hours. 


6th of September, Sunday 


Solemn (Benediction) Blessing of 
the Church. 


The Church was solemnly deco- 
rated. Outside, over the main door, 
there was the standard of the Blessed 
Sacrament and a heart pierced by 
a lance. The Vicary with six priests 
blessed all the Church. Then we 
had high Solemn Mass followed un- 
interruptedly by low Masses until 
12 o’clock. I don’t remember whether 
it was during the second or third 
Mass, that a riot began in the street. 
The causes were two: 


First: The members of the Na- 
tional Church pretended that the 
heart pierced by the lance meant 
the heart of the Catholics pierced by 
the Communists, and this was denied, 
as it is the emblem of the Sacred 
Heart of Jesus. 


Second: A member of the National 
Church, who wanted to enter the 
Church, was invited to take off his 
badge, but he refused. The good 
Catholics didn’t allow him to enter 
the Church, and when he tried to 
enter by force, they pulled his badge 
off his coat. This man went home! 
After half an hour (well instructed) 
he came back and began to shout 
that he had been beaten and on 
account of the beating he spat out 
half a basin of blood. The mob tried 
again to enter the Church, but they 
could not. We consumed all the hosts, 


7th of September 


I wrote the report to the Police. 
When I went there they read the 
report and told me to go home and 
that they would take it into con- 
sideration. 









8th of September 


The members of the National 
Church came to get the answer. As 
they couldn’t make me recognize my 
faults, they told me straight to my 
face that I ought to go out because 
they didn’t want me to stay there. 
But I answered as before: “Either 
the Government or my Superior has 
to order me out.” 


Then just to catch me they asked 
me whether their association was 
good or bad. I told them that from 
their association’s name I could not 
judge whether it was good or bad. 
It was necessary for me to know 
their aim. At first they didn’t want 
to answer, but as I refused to give 
any judgment without having heard 
their aim, they answered: “Our aim 
is to purify the Church of the Impe- 
rialists and unworthy priests.” 


“So,” I replied, “I judge you from 
your words. This task is the Pope’s 
and Bishop’s task. And the aim of 
your association is going against the 
law of the Church!” 


To save their face they proclaimed 
they were a Government organiza- 
tion. I pretended that I wanted to 
apply to the Government. 


But to show that they had author- 
ity over me they ordered me to write 
to my Superior, to go to speak with 
my Bishop, to write another report 
for the police. I answered that it was 
not necessary to be ordered to do 
these things. And they left. 


llth of September 


The “Anti-Imperialists and Lovers 
of the Country” came again to make 
me apply freely to the Government. 
From their way of speaking I under- 
stood that they worked under the 
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direction of the police. They said that 
in my reports to the police I did not 
ask to go out, that I only made accu: 
sations against them. j 







Then, because they knew that f 
did not want to apply without orde 
from my Superior, and without t 
order it would have been sin to ap 
ply, they told me: “Don’t be afraid; 
you do not commit any sin, the sin 
is ours; it is we who commit the sin!” 












Before leaving they questioned me 
about what I would tell the police 
on the following day; but as I did not 
answer they left. 







12th of September 


I went to the Foreign Police, ac. 
companied by the members of the 
National Church. To their state. 
ments, that they would not allow me 
to stay in China, and did not want 
me to be procurator, I answered: 
“there is freedom of religion; my 
responsibility as procurator is under 
the jurisdiction of my Superior and 
not yours!” 



















From the behavior of the police- 
men I understood immediately that 
their only preoccupation was to save 
the face of the Government. The 
police forbade me to answer to the 
accusations of the “Lovers of the 
Country and Anti-Imperialists,” and 
told me that it was better for me 
to leave the Country as the Chris- 
tians did not want me to stay there. 












I answered that only an order of 
the Government or from my Superior 
could send me out. At first the police 
did not want to order me, but after 
some questioning, as they saw I re- 
fused to go out freely, they got angry 
and told me: “We want you to go 
out, you must go out!” “If this is 








CATHOLIC LIFE 





solve your greeting card problem now... by having 
a box of all-occasion cards on hand for those many 
occasions that arise, often finding you unprepared. 
Just one dollar for a fine assortment of 14 colorful. 
traditional cards. And you'll be lending a charitable 
hand to the Missions with each purchase. 


MISSIONARIES OF SS. PETER AND PAUL 
121 East Boston Blvd., Detroit 2, Mich. 





the order of the Government, I have 
nothing to say.” After my reply they 
gave me a paper to fill in and sent 
me home. 


14th of September 


I took the paper to the police sta- 
tion but I did not write on it why 
I had to go out. And the police im- 
pudently told me that I had to write 
that I had asked to go out. I refused, 
and they sent me home. 


17th of September 


The Police called for me and told 
me to write the notice for the news- 
paper and the lists of the things I 
was going to take with me. 


18th of September 


I took to the police the notice for 
the newspaper to this effect: “In 
obedience to the order of the Gov- 
ernment I leave China. If anyone has 
anything either to receive from, or 
give to me, he is invited to settle 
everything before my departure!” 


As I couldn’t finish the many lists 
required, they told me to bring them 
next day. 


19th of September 


I took there the lists of my belong- 
ings and they gave me back the 
notice for the paper corrected and 
told me to go home and ask one of 
the Chinese Fathers to write it for 
me. I went home and with the help 
of a Chinese Father, read the cor- 
rected paper. The words “In obedi- 
ence to the order of the Govern- 
ment” were crossed out and in their 
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place there was: “I freely ask to 
leave China!” 


I wrote back a report in which | 
stated that I could not accept their 
correction, as I could not go out } 
freely without an order from the 
Superior. I took this note to the 
police, and they got very angry, al- 
most mad at me. They began to shout 
at me: “Stupid! Fool! Rascal! Do 
you understand these words?” Al- 
though I understood some, I an- 
swered “No!” as I did not understand 
fully. At my answer he raged at me: 
“Go out quick, out of here, bring an 
interpreter here, and I’ll explain the 
meaning to you!” I went to get an 
interpreter and after having an- 
swered that I understood their curs- 
ing, I said: “You cannot make me 
write that I have to go out freely as 
you told me you wanted me to go out 
and I must go out!” To save their 
face they said: “But our intention 
was—we want you to go out of your 
own account, you must go out freely.” 
I replied: “You cannot say so, be- 
cause you contradict yourself!” 



































































































































As he was losing face, he jumped 
up and with a very angry face shout- 
ed: “I have nothing more to tell you, 
I don’t want to hear any more from 
you, go back and write another 
notice!” 





























22nd of September 


This attempt was written in this 
way: “Without order of my Superior 
I cannot write that I go out freely!” 
The answer was: “This is not our 
business! Go home!” 


From the 24th of September till 
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the 5th of October they left me in 
peace. In the meantime the members 
of the National Church went to both- 
er other Fathers. 


6th of October 


“The Lovers of the Country and 
Anti-Imperialists” came to see me at 
ten o’clock in the morning. From 
their way of speaking it was clearly 
understood that they were instructed 
by the police. They told me that I 
had to write on the paper as the 
police wanted me to write. As I re- 
fused, they told me to think how I 
could go away, because they did not 
want me there any more. They re- 
mained in the house until 8:45 in the 
evening. They did not allow me to 
have my lunch or dinner. I wrote a 
report to the police, but as they 
wanted to see it I tore it up. 


7th of October 


They came at 8:45 in the morning. 
When they heard that I had torn up 
the report, they compelled me to 
write another and after their approv- 
al I took it to the police. The police 
seemed to be interested in my case, 
but after a few questions always sent 
me back with these words: “These 
questions are all about religious mat- 
ters, and we don’t care!” “But,” I in- 
sisted, “to be deprived of my free- 
dom; not to be allowed to eat, to 
have people in my house from morn- 
ing to night, are not religious mat- 
ters, you should take care of these 
things!”” But they seemed to ignore 
my remarks, repeated the same 
words and sent me home. 
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9th of October 


They came at 7 o’clock in the 
morning to prevent me from going 
out. I remained in the small Chapel 
till 9 o’clock. At that time I came out 
to have my breakfast, but they did 
not allow me to have it. I protested, 
I wanted to go to the police, but they 
prevented me from going there. As 
I saw that I could not do anything, 
I went to the Chapel again, and re- 
mained in it until 2:15 p.m. At that 
time more than 20 persons came and 
called me out of the Chapel. They 
began to shout at me, to insult me, 
and curse me. When they saw that 
all was useless, they pushed me to 
my room, where they found the door 
locked. Another Father who came to 
see what they were doing to me, was 
pulled away brutally. To push me 
over to my room, they used their 
fists and kicked me. Before the door 
of my room they wanted to force me 
to bend my head. As I refused they 
began to beat me on my head. But 
when I saw that they were illtreat- 
ing the other Father, to avoid any 
further trouble for him, I bent my 
head and stayed in that position for 
three hours. 


Suddenly they became friendly, 
they told me to eat (I did not take 
any food on that day). They told me 
I was free to go to the Cathedral to 
see how the other Fathers had made 
their application. 


10th of October 


They came at 6:30 in the morning 
and they began to repeat the same 


refrain: “We don’t want you, you 
must go out!” They wrote a note for 
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me for the police, in which they 
stated that I had to go out. 


The police received the note and 
told me to write the notice for the 
newspaper. I wrote: “As the Lovers 
of the Country don’t want me, I must 
go out!” But the police would not 
accept it. They wanted me to write 
that I was going out freely... 


In the afternoon they bothered me 
until 4:45. 


12th of October 


They came in the early morning 
and bothered me. I think that the 
police had told them to finish the 
case quickly. That morning they were 
angry: as they couldn’t succeed in 
sending me out of China freely they 
sent me to the police with this order: 
“Go to the police station, and tell 
them that we, Lovers of the Country 
and Anti-Imperialists, have no other 
means to send you out. They have 
to think of the way to send you out!” 


13th of October 


Today I received the order of my 
Superior, so I was free to go out. 
Therefore I wrote the notice that I 
was going out freely and they left 
me in peace. 


My name was in the paper for five 
days and I had to pay U.S. $40 for it. 
Only few days after the notice had 
expired, a man from the Office Taxes 
Bureau came to see me, and said that 
we had to be considered as business- 
men and pay the new taxes! They 
over-taxed me and obliged me to pay 
business-tax and income tax. I should 
not have had enough to pay, because 
I was taking care of the houses of 
the Institute and the income was not 
enough to pay the food and clothes 


APRIL 1955 


of the Fathers still working in the 
Missions. On the 28th day they over- 
taxed me U.S. $2,000 (two thousand) 
and they wanted me to pay on the 
29th. That was impossible. I applied 
to the Foreign Office Bureau for as- 
sistance and I received this answer: 
“What the Office Taxes Bureau does 
is well done!” 


Until the 25th of November I had 
a month of peace. The Religious 
Office Bureau and Tax Office Bureau 
were against each other. The first 
wanted me to go out, the latter want- 
ed me to remain to pay the taxes. 


I sold all the furniture to pay the 
taxes but it was not enough. 


After one month the Office Taxes 
Bureau called for me and told me 
that to pay the taxes was not my 
personal business, but that of the 
Procuration. So they made me write 
a paper in which the other Priest 
who was in the Procuration with me 
had to pay the taxes in my place. 


After three days the police called 
for me and told me: “We took into 
consideration your application and 
you can go! At two o’clock in the 
afternoon be ready at the wharf to 
cross the river!” When they called 
for me it was 11 o’clock in the morn- 
ing: so I was ordered out in three 
hours! 


After three days I left the country 
and crossed the borders to new free- 
dom. I felt very sorry and cried, 
especially when I saw the few Cath- 
olice Youths, who had come to know 
of my departure, crying like babies. 

May the Blessed Lord in this 
troubled year grant us the grace to go 
back and take care of His children, 
who are now left without pastors. 

vv 
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| Rising majestically among the wooded slopes 
of Bloomfield Hills in Michigan, the church 

of St. Hugo stands as a living memorial 

te a family with faith. Fortress-like in ap- 
peorance, its Norman Gothic lines are 
softened by a reflecting pool and huge 
bending willows. Within, its triple 

sanctuary arches enthrone the altar. 





.( be, hill. 
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The interior is simple and breathtoking, pure 
in its gothic lines, simple in its strong, un- 
adorned walls reflecting soft colors from 
stained gloss windows. The sanctuary, framed 
by two soaring pillors, displays the alter 

os a jewel of carved stone, rich tapestry 
and ever-fresh flowers. Flanking angels 
stand peaceful guard 
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Built by Theodore F. MacManus os o living 
memorial to his sons Hugo and Herbert 
who ore interred in the crypt, the church 
was given to the Archdiocese of Detroit 
Designed by Arthur DesRosier, the corner- 
stone was laid in 1931. Serving os o 
perish church, it remeins o living memorial 
its builders, one of the m beoutiful 
See io te aie trag a oan of The use of candles for 
Mrs. MacManus, “lt is God's church, not ours.” e e . ‘ 
illumination saw its 
demise years ago. 
Today, the finest devel- 
opments in lighting 
are available for homes, 
for offices .. . for 
everywhere. With the 
importance of proper 
lighting, it is essential 
to give it serious 
thought and planning 
... with a competent, 


experienced firm. 


LIGHTING FIXTURES 
FIREDLACE EQUIPMENT 
SPECIAL 

LIGHTING FIXTURES DESIGNED 
AND MANUFACTURED 


DETROIT 
MANTEL & TILE COMPANY 


1431 FARMER ST., DETROIT 26, MICH. 





in Ht 


ls ik ft 
y 


| i 


i 


pulse 0 


Feel the pulse of a city, fighting, 
resting, working, sleeping, living, 
dying, playing, producing, buying 
and selling. 

A city, whose people make their 
daily bread from commerce ...a 
commerce of buying and _ selling 
that is the same in principle for auto 
factories, tool and die shops, and 
corner drug or grocery stores. For 
in the mass and numbers and quan- 
tities that make up an awesome me- 
tropolis is one basic factor; the in- 
dividual. An individual created by 
God no differently than the farmer 
o1 sheepherder or professor. 

If the busy buying-selling city has 
a throbbing pulse in its rhythm of 
activity, than it also has a_ heart 
common to all its inhabitants, a 
heart shared by laborer, executive, 
store-keeper and housewife. A heart 
that rather than being unlike that 
of an individual is but a multiplica- 
tion of individual hearts of shared 
sentiments. 

When we look at business and in- 
dustry thru the aspect of the in- 





dividuals, we find its actions, opera- 
tions like our own. Either they work 
for the organization for personal re- 
imbursement to provide for their 
own livelihood, or, if they are owners 
or operators of such a business, they 
strive to gain from their efforts of 
organization and direction a similar 
means of livelihood. The distinction 
between the two is often much 
smaller than we think. 


When we feel the pulse of the 
city, when we sense its rhythms in 
its various operations, we realize 
that each business or industry serves 


a twofold purpose. For although 
dairies, groceries, factories, clothing 
stores and all the businesses provide 
a means of subsistence to their 
members, the members of each de- 
pend on the others for necessities 
and comforts. 


It is then that we realize that a 
city, its people, its business and in- 
dustry comprise a whole, a singular 
effort that shares a sameness of 
purpose and principle, which extends 


fundamentally to 
members. 


What does this wonderful, throb- 
bing city contribute to life, to his- 
tory, to ideals? It contributes 
through its business and industry 
an ever improving standard of life 
and comfort. It contributes in this 
same way, and often more directly, 
to the growth and fruition of our 
culture, its arts, its ideals. Through 
its strength it provides a fortifica- 
tion for these democratic ideals to 
any in the world who would threaten 
it or its people. 


the individual 


And so, across the nation, great 
cities have sprung up that are bas- 
tions of American Democracy ... an 
expression of the American people 
through their business and industry. 
Cities such as Detroit, leads the na- 
tion not only in the wealth it dis- 
tributes through earned wages to 
its participators in business and in- 
dustry, but also leads the nation in 
being its strongest and most able 
producer of the means of defense if 
necessary. For this it has been called 
an Arsenal of Democracy. But if it 
can be called this because of produc- 
tion strength, then it must also be 
called an Arsenal of Democracy in 
the non-material sense. For it is the 
people, who make up its business 
and industry, who are really De- 
troit. They are the very human in- 
dividuals with identical sentiments, 
working together. 

This is Detroit. This is an Amer- 
ican city. 


This is a city with a pulse; a heart. 
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I have a statement to make, an 
important dogma to declare. I claim, 
that as a Street-Car-Riding, Middle- 
Bracket American, I have my hero, 
too. It’s very true that on my own, 
I'd never have picked him. But street 
car ads being what they are, I’ve 
had no choice and I’ll have to abide 
by that. I’ll take him, as I must take 
income taxes, unions and frozen 
foods. He’s no Beowulf, certainly not 
another St. George, nor a Robin Hood 
—all good men for their time. My 
‘hero is a product of this, the Twen- 
'tieth Century, and a native son of 
the American toil. My hero is the 
‘Man of Distinction. 


Believe it or not, he is indeed that 
‘man enthroned on a pile of liquid 
told, his eyes fixed in a stare of 
‘admiration upon his own shimmer- 
ng image, his crest a dollar bill upon 
field of advertising copy, his armor 
plaid smoking jacket with velvet 
els. It’s not his cultivated mind 
hat makes him great—he’s no Archi- 
d MacLeish. It’s not his achieve- 
ments for human good that makes 
whim so fit for a throne—for he’s no 
bert Schweitzer. It’s not his inimit- 
le statesmanship that makes him 
late—he’s no Ralph Bunche. It’s alto- 
ther his heap of money that makes 
im so fine. Like as not he made it 
being a faster-than-light photogra- 
pher, a supersonic jet pilot, an 
atomic engineer or an industrial co- 
ordinator. He’s a machine-age man; 
a sharp dresser, efficient and, of 
course, a specialist in his field. His 
excess of money may not even be a 
reality, but still it’s his chief aspira- 
tion. 
Like Beowulf, St. George and Robin 
Hood, the Man of Distinction is a 
myth—with certain distinguished dif- 
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ferences. For under Beowulf’s broad 
"chest there beat a heart activated by 
red blood; beneath St. George’s iron 
yisor was boldness enough to annihi- 
late the dragon; while dashing Robin 
Hood had Maid Marian to rescue, con- 
tests of skill to dare, and the poor 
on whom to shower his compassion 
and his spoils. 


Now tell me, in comparison, what’s 
there to make a man of my Man of 
Distinction? "Tis true—he’s made a 
place for himself in this world—that 
choice spot, the back covers of the 
slick magazines, where he sits in- 
volved, we hope not eternally like 
Narcissus, in contemplation of his 
own gilded image. But I think nobility 
requires a somewhat greater height. 


» Nevertheless, he is the hero of our 
machine age. His feminine counter- 
is not hard to imagine. She 
pends all of her time, too, gazing 
Wuxuriously upon her own reflection. 
And though we may laugh when we 
thear the Man of Distinction men- 
tioned, our laughter is never really 
Tidicule. Listen next time and you 
will find that this laughter is always 
“gentle and indulgent, with traces of 
pride woven throughout. We laugh 
in recognition of his common brother- 
hood to us all. We laugh gently at 
Fhim because we see in him our own 
aspirations—aspirations growing out 
of our reverence as Americans for 
a high standard of living. Conse- 
quently, he’s a standard product of 
“Mass production and there’s no get- 
‘ting around the fact that we can’t 
do without him. But the question is 
'—what to do with him! 


We should face the issue and be 
ctical. If we would have a real 
Mero, we shall have to begin with 
the materials at hand. If we ever 
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hope to have a true hero, we’ll have 
to take this Man of Distinction and 
somehow inject into him the vigor 
of life. When we go a step further 
and talk of a Christian hero, with 
its bases in sacrifice and true love, 
we will really have to put our whole 
hearts into the task, as it will take 
some doing. 


At the moment, if we take a look 
at his everyday life, the Man of Dis- 
tinction is rather undeveloped as a 
hero. He probably is engaged in busi- 
ness, big deals, and busy-ness, count- 
ing his money, keeping account of 
his accounts, rearranging the furni- 
ture in his den, and endlessly tying 
endless knots around his heart with 
petty details. He may at this point 
even be a maker of heroes, rather 
than headed toward becoming one 
himself. Being in his vicinity may 
require unusual fortitude. He may 
be a person who requires puppet-like 
action from people around him, who 
are already deadened by robot-like 
activities (common to the machine 
age—we all do them). His title may 
carry with it that value which makes 
himself the All-Good, the criterion 
by which other men must judge their 
lives. In his well-gadgeted surround- 
ings men may have to choose between 
worshipping him and worshipping 
their true God. From him may ema- 
nate an envy-ridden atmosphere, fer- 
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tilized by gold, where social distances 
are so great and prestige values so 
foremost that hate, which is at least 
intense and personal, becomes more 
desirable an experience than the 
wretched nothingness imposed by his 
aura. 





Now, if you happen to be also, like 
myself, a Street-Car-Riding Middle- 
Bracket American, you may think 
this Man of Distinction some remote 
tycoon of industry whose living hab- 
its have little to do with your own. 
Take another look at his description, 
however, and it will become apparent 
that in any case, the principles are 
the same, whether you be a house- 
wife operating a little plant employ- 
ing one husband and two children, a 
farmer overseeing his food factory 
of forty acres, a newsboy with his 
closed circuit of fifty customers, a 
social worker doling out mass charity 
in the city welfare department. The 
principles remain quite the same. 

It is the Christian ideal which 
gives that added quality, Love, that 
will make a man of our Man of Dis- 
tinction. Of course, the idea of Love 
in action may so threaten his custom- 
ary peace of mind, or I might say 
absence of mind, that his first re- 


action to it will be a violent one. He 
may inadvertently spill a drop from 
his glass onto his impeccable jacket 
which will cause him to look down, 
thereby breaking for a moment hig 
fixed gaze upon his own reflection, 
It is at this crucial moment that his 
development into a hero shall be 
come possible—at this very moment 
when he shall suspect for the first 
time that the world and life contain 
other views and other perspectives 
than his own beloved features. 

So remember, he’s not just the 
abstraction you first thought him— 
this Man of Distinction. For that 
matter neither is the saint—there’ve 
been Christian heroes galore, as you 
know. They’re just as concrete as you 
and I, Middle-Bracket, Street-Car. 
Riding Americans. If we combine the 
two of them, Man of Distinction plus 
Saint, I think what we'll get is a 
true and noble hero for our times. 


vv 
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TODAY, WHEN FAITH AND GOD ARE CONSTANTLY DE- 
EMPHASIZED BY THE SPIRITS OF COMMUNISM AND MATERIAL- 
ISM, IT IS ENCOURAGING TO WITNESS THE UNDAUNTED EFFORTS 
OF MANY CHRISTIANS IN COMBATTING THESE SPIRITS. IT IS FOR 
THAT REASON THAT WE PRESENT A SERIES OF SUCH PEOPLE, 


SUCH EFFORTS.. 


Seven-year-old Jimmy Finn paused 
to scratch at his chicken-pox. “But, 
Mom—what’s it gonna be?” His 
mother stood at the kitchen sink, 
elbow-deep in soggy papier-mache. 
Mark, 4, and Nancy, 1, splashed con- 
petty in their own panful on the 

r. 


Mrs. Finn had a determined apos- 
tolic gleam in her eye as she ex- 
plained, “I want to borrow Christ 


from Christmas for a while and put 
Him in Easter!” 


Jim and Joyce Finn are a happily 
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married and very devout young 
couple who, when asked about their 
family’s Easter traditions, realized 
quite suddenly that they had none. 
To the Finns this was shocking and 
a challenge. They began by doing 
some serious thinking about Easter 
and its meaning in their own home. 
Both of them had many Lenten de- 
votions and spent as much time as 
possible participating in the rich tra- 
ditions of the Church during Holy 
Week. 


“I’ve always hoped to be able to 
get my vacation then so I could 





spend the whole week there,” said 
Jim, who is a structural draftsman. 


However, after an early Mass on 
Easter Sunday (to avoid the heavy 
twice-a-year crowds) they just come 
home to the usual Easter breakfast 
and Easter eggs and baskets for the 
children. Their oldest child (a sec- 
ond grader at Our Lady of Fatima 
school) of course has had instruc- 
tions and Lenten preparations in 
school. But at home there were no 
Christian traditions to celebrate the 
day. 

Joyce was shocked. “Why, it’s the 
greatest Holy Day in the year. And 
it’s even more commercialized than 
Christmas!” She decided that a Res- 
surrection Scene comparable to their 
home Nativity Scene would be the 
place to start. So she began to hunt. 
After countless phone calls and shop- 
ping expeditions, she found one 


statue of the Risen Christ: price tag, 


$40.00. “There is nothing religious 
in the stores—just Easter eggs and 
jelly beans!” 

So, armed with library books, 
papier-mache and faith, she pitched 
in and made a cave-like tomb (card- 
board box as the base). During Lent 
the children will place puffs of cot- 
ton (one for each sacrifice they 
make) in it to prepare a soft place 
for Jesus to lie. (The more sacrifices, 
the more comfortable He will be.) 
On Good Friday, the door will be 
shut. Before Mass on Easter Sunday 
morning, an angel figure will stand 
before the tomb. When they return, 
it will be open and a small figure of 
the risen Christ will be there. (Not 
an artistic $40.00 worth, but children 
have vivid imaginations and are quite 
tolerant of parental artistry.) Inside 
the tomb will be the candies and 
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little gifts that once were bro 
by a fictitious Easter Bunny. 


“As the children get older, we 
encourage them to make Easter gif 
for friends and neighbors, too. B 
they will be religious ones or giffg 
of home-made food. We don’t want if 
to get out of hand like Christmas 
had!” 


“Our family Rosary is still in the 
painful small-child stage,” says Joyce, 
“But we will end our Holy Day withy 
at least one decade of it.” 


The Finns found, in their investi 
gations, that most of the people the 
contacted were enthusiastic abo 
the idea; some were very helpful. 


Manufacturers will be cooperative} 
on the Resurrection figures and tomb, 
if there is a demand, as will religious 
supply houses. There is already in 
existence an organization, “Crusade 
for the Risen Christ,” which is sup- 
ported by the National Council of 
Catholic Men. Begun by Mr. E. J. 
Levert in 1950, they have been sup- 
plying and promoting the use of a 
poster depicting the Risen Christ. 
The demand for these posters has 
spread through their efforts until it 
now promises to be nationwide. 


The Finns said, “When our chil- 
dren want to know about God’s love, 
we wouldn’t dream of holding out 
an egg to them. We'll leave the vague 
symbols to philosophy students and 
give our family something solid in- 
stead. That’s what Catholicism is: 
something real!” 


CaTHOLIC LiFe heartily approves of 
the crusade in general and the home 
application of the Finns in particu- 
lar. We pray that their efforts will be 
joined by many others who want to 
see Catholic Life in Action. vv 
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> LIFE 


SPONSORED BY JOHN V. McCARTHY 


A word. But with this society, 

a@ most important word. For it 

is a spirit of love and joy that 
fills each of its members, a spirit 
that has made their work so 
successful in bringing Christ to 
the world. It is a spirit with 
which to beautifully fulfill a 


vocation, perhaps your vocation. 
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